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The Blame Lies With Me 


It was well after 3am when he finally rolled in. In fact, it was creeping closer to bam and the sun was already 
up. And he quite literally rolled in, the previous night's antics having left him a little worse for wear. But he 
was merry and that was all that mattered. 


Merry, and smelling of someone else's cologne. 


Dave winced as the front door creaked shut. flinched as the sound of it closing echoed around the hallway. 
Tossing his keys into the bowl beside the door, Dave swayed his way to the stairs, humming softly to himself. 
Yeah, he felt good. Yeah, he was still buzzing. And yeah, all that booze he'd drunk the night before was stil 
making his dick twitch. Time to wake up the other half and go at it again. 


"Just try it, Grohl. Just fuckin’ try it. You come up these stairs and I'll fuckin’ send you back down them." 
That made him stop. Looking up the staircase, he took in a sleep weary Taylor. Damn, he looked good with that 


sheet wrapped around his waist and his hair sticking up in a thousand different directions. Good enough to bend 


over and fuck. 


Lifting his arms above his head, he laughed. "Taylor!" 
"Shut the fuck up." 
Oh. 


Closing one eye in an attempt to settle his swimming vision, Dave took in the angelic vision above him. The 


stony look was still etched into Taylor's face, his arms still crossed over his chest. 
"Just wanna make love to you, baby," he murmured. 


The blonde man snorted and shook his head. "Not a fuckin’ chance. | don't want you and your diseased dick 


coming anywhere near me." 
"But." Dave started up the stairs, leaning heavily against the bannister. "I loves you. Really, | do." 


"Yeah, you love me all right. Love me enough that you'll go and fuck one of your other little mounts. Who was 


it tonight, huh? And did you go for meat or fish?" 

"No one." He struggled up another few steps before stopping to catch his breath. 

‘Im warning you, Grohl. One more fuckin’ step and I'll send you back down. Who did you fuck?" 

"No one!" 

"Yeah, right. | can smell them from here. What is that on you? Smells fuckin’ awful.” 

Stopping, he looked up at Taylor. Looked up at the vision of anger and hatred. He could feel it tickling his skin, an 
ice cold glacier sweeping down the stairs. It was a glacier he was seeing more and more often, especially since 
he'd taken up his old ways of fucking anything with a pulse. 

"Who was it, Grohl?" 

Dave shrugged and mumbled something. 

"| didn't hear youl" Taylor roared. 

The sound of the drummer's voice made him flinch and backtrack down the stairs. Never, in all their time 
together, had he heard so much hurt and anguish stream from Taylor's mouth. Suddenly Dave felt sober. A 


little too sober. Lowering his head, he wiped a hand over his face. 


"Who was it?! Who did you fuck tonight?!" 


"Mustaine," he mumbled 

"Mustaine?! So you put your dick in the red-haired step child?!" 
Dave shook his head 

"He fucked you?!" 

He nodded 

"Shit. | don't know which is worse 


There was no use trying to stop Taylor. His heartbreak was justified as, time and again, Dave had silently told 
him that he wasn't enough to satisfy the front man's libido. 


Yet Taylor should have been. Dave had a gorgeous and sexy man in his house every night of the week. And 
Taylor never held out. He was freakier and hornier than Dave ever would be. He also never let his dick dictate 
when he came home. 

‘lm sorry," Dave mumbled. 

Taylor just snorted. "That word lost its meaning a long time ago, asshole. Why don't you get the fuck out? I'm 
tired of seeing you drag your ass back Tired of your drunken antics. How much you gonna pay the lawyers to 
keep this out of the news this time, huh? Gonna let them fuck you to keep this quiet?" 

He could feel his throat tightening. "Taylor." 

"Don't "Taylor" me. I'm sick and tired of you. You can get the fuck out and stay out” 

"Drunk," he mumbled. "Need to sleep first." 


"You can sleep in the hallway. There's no way your cheating ass is sleeping in any bed in this house." 


Dave looked up at the man who still scowled down from the top of the stairs. There was no use arguing. Not 


any more. He'd smashed Taylor's heart for the last time. Dave deserved everything coming to him. 
Turning back down the hallway, he shrugged off his jacket and balled it up. Lowering himself to the floor beside 


the door, he used the jacket for a pillow. He wasn't in the doghouse this time. No, he was the mutt that no one 


could love. 


He woke cold and stiff. Struggling to sit up, Dave wiped his eyes and groaned. Beside him sat a bag of his 


clothes. His car keys had been tossed on top of it. Going to the kitchen, Dave grabbed a glass of water and 
tossed back a couple of painkillers. He took in all that was around him, everything that he'd built from scratch. 
He'd had the house built for himself and Taylor, a beautiful wood and brick house that overlooked the city 
below. By day, they could see above the smog and out to sea. By night, the lights of LA twinkled like fireflies, 


dancing through the forever present layer of cloud. And now he'd lost it all, an outcast in his own life. 


And it was his own stupid, drunken fault. How often had he stepped out on Taylor? How often had his drunken 
dick driven him into the bed of another? And why? Because he liked the thrill of the chase? Because he liked 
the way he felt when someone other than Taylor was drooling over him? Because he missed that initial thrill 
when Taylor had started throwing himself at Dave? It had taken Dave a long time to feel comfortable in his 
own skin, far longer than it had probably taken Taylor. Heck, he was the dorky skinny kid who, back in the days 
before the internet, had broadcast his phone number on TV because he'd been desperate for some attention 
Taylor had probably never had that problem. He'd always been that hot, blonde kid. No one had wanted to look 
at the dorky drummer guy. 


Why had Taylor thrown himself at Dave? Out of pity? Because Dave was the boss? It was a question he'd 


asked an answer of. 
Pulling out his phone, he dialled Taylor. Dave wasn't surprised when it went straight to voice mail. 


His voice was hesitant and scratchy when he spoke, the tears close behind. "Urmm.. Look, I'm sorry for calling 
you. It's just." He took a deep, shuddering breath before everything spilled out. "| always wondered why you 
hooked up with me. | mean, it can't be because of my looks. I'm not the hottest guy around and, well, look at 
you. You could have had anyone. But you decided to hook up with me. Was it because | was the boss? Or did 
you do it out of pity? You don't have to answer it but, you know, l'd like to know.’ He paused and took another 
look around himself, taking in the kitchen and all that he'd have to leave. "Il. Ill be leaving now. | love you. I've 


always loved you. Thank you for putting up with me for so long." 


Ending the call, Dave wiped a hand across his face. The tears began to fall, his own heart breaking. He'd been 
stupid. So fucking stupid. And now he'd lost it all because he couldn't stop thinking with his dick. What had he 
thought he was doing when he hopped into everyone elses beds? That he was making up for lost time? Had he 
thought about Taylor in those moments? 


No, he hadn't. As always, his drunken brain had taken over and he'd forgotten about the beautiful man he'd 
left at home. The one who no longer drank and no longer did drugs. The one who sometimes stayed away from 
the parties. The one who'd never known what Dave was up to until he came home reeking of cologne or turning 


up on the news. 


Dragging his stuff out to the car, Dave dumped an acoustic guitar in the trunk and hit the road. 


He went straight back to his hunting ground and checked into the Roosevelt down in Hollywood. When the 


receptionist asked him how long he'd be staying, Dave had just shrugged and told her to charge it to his card. 
He'd requested a room away from it all, somewhere he could be by himself and not be disturbed. He wanted to 


think and try and piece the puzzle back together. 


They placed him in a suite at the top of the building. The view overlooked Hollywood Boulevard below and, if he 
so wished, he could step out onto an enclosed area behind the famous neon sign. Instead, Dave just sat beside 
the window, his chin clasped in his hand as he watched people wander the famous street below. Dark, heavy 


clouds began to roll in, bringing the promise of rain with them. 


Hollywood; a dirty city hidden behind a thin veneer of glamour. Once upon a time, it had been his hunting 
ground. He'd haunted the bars and hotels, the dives and the elegant. His name had been scrawled on bathroom 


walls and screamed in bedrooms. He'd eaten, drunk, and whored himself out across every inch of Hollywood. 


Then he'd met that kid. The one with the blonde hair and almost-innocent smile. And he'd fallen head over heels 
for him. Suddenly his previous life had faded away and all Dave had wanted to do was settle down, get a house, 
and feather his nest. He'd wanted to love and care for Taylor. And he had. 


Until that itch had started again. 


It had been maybe two years previously when he'd fallen back into his old habits. A drunken night and a 
whispered come on, and he'd found himself fooling around with Kirk Hammett. He could have said no, but there 
was one of his idols, purring in his ear and demanding to be taken home. So Dave had taken him to the Hilton 


and rolled home sometime after dawn. 


Taylor, he'd assumed, had been none the wiser. Dave was just being Dave; the happy-go-lucky guy who 


sometimes got a little too drunk and fell through the front door when the sun was coming up. 


It felt appropriate to be back in Hollywood. To be back in the place where his life had once been as filthy as 


the sewers. 


Even as night fell he didn't move. His eyes were constantly downcast, watching the movements below him. 
Tourists and locals alike came and went. Some stopped, taking photos and mulling over their surroundings while 
others just dashed from place to place. Dave wondered about them, about their lives and their homes. Where 


did they work? Who did they fuck? Were they married or single? 


Finally, the clouds broke and the rains fell. Lightening pierced the sky and danced around the hotel's famous red 
sign. Down below, people scattered like dust to the wind It was as though the rain carried some kind of toxin, 
an acid that would burn if they didn’t find shelter. I+ was like the toxin that was starting to ebb through his 


own soul, the dark tendrils of depression poisoning his blood and tightening around his soul. 


For the first time since Taylor had thrown him out, Dave felt his eyes sting. A single tear trailed down his 
cheeks. He didn't bother to wipe it away, instead watching as it fell. 


Three days he remained in the room. Three days he called down to room service and had them bring him food, 
booze, and cigarettes. He drank himself into oblivion and smoked himself hoarse. The food remained mostly 


untouched, Dave picking at it when he remembered. He scribbled notes in his journal and strummed at the 


guitar. The words reflected how he felt. 


Lonely. 
Depressed 
Heartbroken 
Loss. 

Anger. 
Hatred 


One phrase continued to revolve around his head. 
The blame lies with me, and me alone. 


He had to make it up to Taylor. Had to win him back. But how? He'd fucked up big time and it was a fuck up 
that would take a lot of time and healing. 


The clock read Ipm when the pounding on the door started. Groaning, Dave rolled over and dragged himself 
from the bed. He was still wearing the same clothes he'd arrived in and the room stank of booze and 
cigarettes. Opening the door, he found himself looking at someone who looked strangely like a manager. 
"Mr Grohl, your card's been declined." 

"So?" His voice sounded raw. 


"You need to leave." 


"Awww, c'mon, man. You know I've got the money. You know I'm good for this. I'm fuckin’ tired and hung over 


and all | want to do-" 

The man raised an eyebrow and looked past Dave. The room behind him was a mess. His bag of clothing still lay 
where he'd dropped it. His guitar had been dumped in a seat and balls of screwed up paper littered the floor. 
The table was piled with uneaten food, empty liquor bottles, and an overflowing ashtray. 


"You need to leave." It wasn't a statement. It was a command and one that Dave knew all too well. 


Sighing, he nodded. "Sure. Let me grab my stuff and I'll be gone. Can | ask if you know why my card was 


declined." 


"| can't tell you that." 


"Fine. Whatever. I'll be gone in like ten minutes." 


It had been a long time since he'd been escorted from a building. But him, his guitar, and his bag of clothes 
were escorted to the parking lot. Dumping them all in his car, Dave didn't look back as he pulled out on to the 
boulevard. 

But where to? He couldn't go home. His credit card wasn't working. And he hadn't showered in three days so he 


wasn't going to go into a bank and demand to know why nothing was working. There was only one place left to 


go. Getting onto the dreaded lOl, he headed for the studio. 


"SHIT!" 

Standing at the door to the studio, Dave tried to jam his key in again. No dice. The locks were different. When 
he leaned closer, he could see the chinks on the door, a sign that they'd been cut out and changed. There was 
no way to hop the other wall thanks to the razor wire they'd installed. There was only one thing for it. 
Leaning on the intercom, Dave waited for someone to answer. 

They finally did with an exasperated, "606." 


"Its Dave! Why the fuck have the locks been changed?" 


The gate buzzed and began to open. Leaving his car out on the road, Dave walked into the parking lot and then 
through the opened door. He scowled at the gathered group of band and crew. 


"Taylor do this?" he asked, tossing a thumb back towards the door. "He change the fuckin' locks? Did he cancel 


my cards as well?" 
Pat stood up, a look of concern on his face. "Dave" 

"Don't ‘Dave! me. Where is he? | want to talk to him 

"Do you think that's wise after all you've done?" 

"Done?! He changed the fuckin’ locks to my studio, cancelled my credit cards, and kicked me- Oh’ 


The realisation washed over Dave. Here he was, bitching and moaning about changed locks and the lack of 


money. Yet, beneath it all, was another, far deeper, message. 


"You cheated on him, Dave," Pat continued. "And not just once. You made a conscious decision to go out and 
fuck around. You can piss and moan about everything but have you stopped to consider what you've done to 
him? You don't deserve him." 


Lowering his eyes, Dave shook his head. Suddenly he felt like a scorned child, one who'd had their knuckles 
rapped for bad behaviour. 


"He's here but | suggest you take a shower and change your clothes. You reek of booze and cigarettes. And if 


we find out you had anyone else in that hotel room." 


The threat lingered and Dave wasn't going to counteract it. In their eyes, he'd done the worst thing possible. 
He'd taken someone who'd given him everything and ruined them. He'd torn their heart out and laughed as he'd 
stomped all over it. The second something better had come along he'd dropped them like they were a forgotten 
toy. Pat was right; Dave didn't deserve Taylor. 


Dragging himself to the shower, Dave stripped off his clothes and stood beneath the scalding hot water. It was 


his punishment. His penance for what he'd done. 


Finally he hauled himself out and tried to make himself look halfway presentable. Quietly he wandered through 


the studio until he found Taylor. The drummer was curled up on a couch, a guitar in his lap. 

"Fuck off, Dave." Taylor's voice was hoarse and it broke Dave's heart. 

Standing before the blonde man, he lowered his head, his hands clasped before him. "I'm sorry.’ 

"How many more times do | have to tell you I'm sick of hearing that fuckin’ word, huh?!" Taylor exploded. "You 
think that because you're this big fancy rockstar now you can do whatever you fuckin’ like and a single fuckin’ 
word will make it all better? Well, it doesn’t. All you've done for the past couple of years is walk all over me 
and then expect to be instantly forgiven. It doesn't work like that, Dave. You've made it perfectly fuckin’ clear 
that you dont want me." 

That was a bullet to the heart and Dave felt his throat tighten as he fought back the tears. “Taylor...” 

"No! No ‘Taylor! Not this time, asshole!" 

The guitar was slammed onto the couch and the blonde man stood up. He stormed across the room and 
grabbed a handful of Dave's hair, Dave flinching as his head was yanked back. Taylor's face, filled with anger, 


glared at him. 


‘I'm done," he hissed. "I quit. I'm gone. And nothing you can say or do is going to stop me." 


The tears began to pool in the corners of his eyes as Dave stared at the man he was losing. His own stupidity 
had pushed him to this moment. His need to be accepted and loved by everyone had made him force Taylor 


out. 
"Please." he murmured. 


His head snapped to one side as Taylor's hand connected with his face. The sound reverberated through his 
skull and the pain flared across his skin. Still he dangled from Taylor's grasp, tiny whimpers fluttering from his 
lips. 


"You don't know when to shut up, do you?" Taylor hissed. "You never have. All you do is yap, yap, yap. And you 
think it'll get you out of all the trouble you've caused" 


With that, Taylor let him go. With his head still hanging and tears running freely down his cheeks, Dave listened 


as the door opened and slammed shut. Finally alone, he let out a single, heartbroken scream. 


He lived in the studio. Ate, slept, and washed there. Leaving the house to Taylor was easy. Getting the rest of 
his life back wasn't. For hours he poured over an agreement he wanted to leave to the other man, one that 
would outline everything Taylor was entitled to. All he had left was the overwhelming sadness of what he'd lost 
and of the man he'd ruined. No more would he get to see the happy, bouncy Taylor. Even if he could convince 


Taylor to stay, it would never be the same. 
And Dave only had himself to blame. 


After five long days, Dave dumped himself and the agreement in the car. For good measure, he tossed his 
black acoustic guitar in the trunk. Just in case Taylor gave him the opportunity to try out the song he'd been 


working on. 


He drove the thirty minutes from the studio and into the hills of Topanga. The house really was beautiful, 
nestled in the hills and overlooking the canyon and, in the distance, the sea. Dave was proud that some of his 
own blood and sweat were embedded in the house. He'd helped to do everything, from designing it, through to 
helping build the frame, and finally adding the finishing touches. The house was surrounded by trees and the 
pool was set to overlook all that lay beneath them. It was the perfect hideaway from their busy lives. He stil 
had those first photographs, the ones of Taylor's excitement and wonder as he'd looked around their new 
house. Dave wouldn't lie, he'd built the house for Taylor. He'd built it so that Taylor would be happy. And for 
fifteen beautiful years, it had worked. Taylor and himself had been as happy as two newly weds. 


Taylor's car was sitting in front of the house. A few of the windows were open, letting in the warm breeze. 
From inside, Dave could hear the faint sounds of music. With his heart hammering, he picked up the pile of 


paperwork he'd brought for Taylor and walked to the door. 


It was several moments before the dark wooden door opened. Taylor's face went from impassive to pure anger. 
"I thought | told you...” 

His voice trailed off as he glanced down at the stack of papers. 

"For you," Dave said. "All the paperwork for you leaving and an agreement for your royalties and the house." 
An awkward silence fell over them and, almost too slowly, Taylor reached out to take the papers. 

"So this is it?" the drummer asked. "The best part of twenty years is finished with a signature?" 


Dave took a deep, shuddering sigh. "It's for the best. | did awful things to you and you deserve better. You 


shouldn't have to put up with someone who's going to fuck around on you." 
"Why'd you do it?" 
It was the question he'd been dreading and the one he'd spent a week musing over. 


"Because | could Because | thought | was making up for the time | lost when | was younger. Because | was 


stupid enough to believe that my status gave me some kind of free pass when it came to fucking around” 
"Was | ever enough for you?" Taylor asked. His voice was laden with sadness and Dave dared to look up. The 
other man's eyes betrayed him, the anger that was in his face nothing compared to the hurt that lay in his 
eyes. 

"You were always more than enough for me and I'm sorry that my drunken antics came between us. Taylor, | 
will never be able to apologise enough for what I've done to you. | will never be able to heal your hurt or 
repair your heart. You are, far and away, the best thing that ever happened to me and please believe me 
when | say that I'm in pain too. But I'm not hurting for me. I'm hurting for the beautiful man I've destroyed” 
Taylor shrugged. "I'll get over you." 

"Would you ever take me back?" 

Another shrug but Taylor gave no answer. 

"I - umm." Shoving his hands in his pockets, Dave glanced back towards his car. "| wrote a song. For you." 


"Another one?" 


"Yeah, another one." Dave waved a hand towards his car. "I bought my guitar with me. Can |, you know, sing 


it?" 


Taylor looked down before taking a deep breath and nodding. "Okay. Just this once. And | don't want it appearing 
on any fuckin’ albums, okay?" 


Dave nodded and walked back to the car. Taking the guitar out, he slung the strap over his shoulder and 
wandered back to the house. He could see Taylor glancing up from beneath a veil of hair. His expression, from 
what Dave could see, was one that was fighting with every emotion he had. Arger, pain, hatred, heartbreak, 


loneliness. 

Quietly, he began to play, the notes catching on the breeze. His voice followed, soft and mellow as he tried to 
not let the emotion break him. He wasn't expecting Taylor to take him back but he sincerely hoped that the 
drummer would listen to the letter he'd written. The song spoke of a broken love, one ripped apart by someone 
who didn't quite understand. Regret and remorse intermingled with hope and love. Dave felt his heartbreaking 
all over again as he sang. Finally, the last note fell and the final words whispered from his lips. Tears trickled 
down his cheeks yet he didn't reach to brush them away. 


The blame lies with me, and me alone. 


When he lifted his head, he found Taylor leaning against the door. His head was down and he rubbed at his 


eyes. 


"| loved you," Taylor mumbled. "I still love you. But | hate what you did to me. Hate that you betrayed me like 
that." 


Dave stayed silent, his eyes still on Taylor. Slowly the other man lifted his head. His hair hung in front of his 


face and his eyes were glazed and red. 

‘I'd never stop loving you, Dave." He took a deep, shuddering breath before he continued, "And | want to take 
you back. We were meant to be together. But itll only happen if you promise to stop fucking everything with a 
pulse." 


Swallowing around the lump in his throat, Dave murmured, "Taylor..." 


Slipping the guitar from around himself, Dave took a shaky step towards the drummer. Taylor didn't move, his 
watery eyes constantly watching him. When he was just a step away, Dave stopped. 


"Prove it to me," Taylor said. "Prove to me that | mean the world to you." 
"I'll prove it to you every day." 
When Taylor stepped back into the house and held the door open, Dave looked at him. "You're sure?" 


Taylor nodded. "Very" 


Walking up to the door, Dave stopped in front of the drummer and looked him in the eye. "I will never, ever 
treat you this badly again. | promise." 


A soft smile flickered across Taylor's lips. "| know. And I'm gonna trust you on that" 


Six Months Later 


Standing in front of the mirror, Dave adjusted his bow tie before giving the black, velvet jacket one last brush 
down. Beneath it, he wore a white shirt. His pants were black crushed velvet and his shoes shone brighter than 


the stars. 

No matter where they'd been in the world, every night for the past six months he'd left early to go to 
wherever they were staying. It was then that he'd started to put his plans into action Together they'd taken 
boat trips and walked along rivers at night. They'd had meals in expensive restaurants and watched the sun set 
on the beach. They'd been to the movies and sat in parks at dusk. Slowly but surely their hearts had mended. 
Instead of racing in a million different directions, they'd taken time to listen to one another. Dave had learned 


from his mistakes. What he had in Taylor, he'd never find in another. 


He was walking down the stairs when he heard the front door slam. It was closely followed by Taylor cursing 


softly. 


Walking into their living room, Dave smiled as he watched Taylor take in the millions of candles that sat on 


every surface. Darkness had fallen a long time ago and the gentle flames gave the space a warm light. 
"Dinner will be served in a while," he said softly. 


Taylor swung around at the sound of Dave's voice. His look of shock slowly changed to one of surprise as his 


eyes rode over Dave. 


"You look -" Taylor stalled as a smile, the first genuine one Dave had seen since their breakup, swept over his 
face. "Wow!" 


Dave couldn't stop himself from grinning as he wrapped his arms around the drummer. Slender arms slid 


around his waist and hugged him tight. 
Leaning in, he gave Taylor a gentle kiss. "You're gorgeous. Thank you for loving me again" 
"Thank you for learning from your mistakes." 


They stood like that for a moment, both savouring the comfortable silence. For the first time in a long time, 


Dave felt happy. He felt loved and accepted by the person he wanted to be with. He felt as though they'd once 
more returned to being a single being, two people who loved and lived and had found their soul mates in one 
another. 

"Dance with me?" Dave softly asked. 

Taylor cocked an eyebrow. "Seriously?" 

"Yeah." He shrugged. "We never do anything like that. Come into the lounge and dance with me." 

Taking Taylor's hand, Dave walked them into the heart of the candlelit room. Classical music softly played. 
Wrapping his arms back around Taylor, he slowly swayed. The drummer relaxed and draped his arms around 
Dave's neck. Smiling, he leaned in for a kiss. 


"Dance with me forever?" he asked. 


Taylor smiled softly. "I'll happily dance with you every day for the rest of my life." 


